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PART  I. 


THE  SOUL'S   DEFENCE. 

THE  soul  has  four  gates  to  her  hall 
Set  to  the  four  points  cardinal : 
The  first  is  the  gate  Boreal, 
The  second  gate  Oriental, 
The  third  gate  Meridional, 
The  fourth,  the  gate  Occidental. 
Now  when  these  strong  winds  do  arise 
Which  encompass  all  paradise 
From  the  starless  caves  which  see 
Neither  God,  nor  his  enemy, 
Winds  braggart,  winds  most  terrible 
That  in  a  whining  tune  do  tell 
Of  domed  blue  vaults  so  vast,  that  He 
Loses  from  his  inventory 
Many  lost  souls,  and  thinks  them  free, 
Or  obscene  winds  an  entry  seek 
With  suppliant  clamour,  soft  and  thick 
Then  in  fear,  and  then  in  hate, 
She  shuts  her  steel,  her  silver  gate, 
Her  gate  of  brass,  her  gate  of  gold 


Against 


THE  SOUL'S   DEFENCE 


Against  these  burning  winds  and  cold, 
Ghostly  enemies  without  form 
Brewers  of  mischief  in  a  storm, 
Who  gabble  in  a  wicked  tongue 
When  all  sky  is  overhung 
With  dull  clouds  and  yellow  scars, 
Sinister  masters  of  the  stars. 
Yet,  if  she  be  no  prudent  soul, 
But  wanton,  and  conceived  a  fool 
She  will  admit  such  as  do  think 
For  nothing  but  their  meat  and  drink 
Who  would  defile  her  house  until 
Mocking  her,  they  take  their  fill 
Of  her,  consuming  utterly 
More  than  her  feeble  harlotry, 
Slake  themselves  with  all,  and  leave 
Nothing  behind,  nothing  to  grieve, 
Nothing  but  what  is  wrecked  and  marr'd, 
The  dead  shadow,  the  broken  shard 
That  messengers  before  the  day 
Mercifully  will  sweep  away. 
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LITTLE  GREY  DEVIL. 

LITTLE  grey  devil  as  light  as  a  cloud 
Cold  as  the  hour  before  dawn  in  a  swamp 
Lurker  about  in  a  market  day  crowd 
Rat  of  cathedral  and  theatre  and  camp 
Driver  of  sheep  from  the  fold  on  the  hill, 
Little  grey  devil  went  out  to  do  ill. 

Mud'trodden  pastures  with  dabbles  of  red 
Rubbish  and  earth  mounds,  aud  cunningly  hid 
Rattk'tongued  murderers  spewing  out  lead, 
Men  getting  forward  to  do  as  they're  bid, 
Men  very  quiet,  men  screaming  with  pain— 
Little  grey  devil  crept  out  in  the  rain. 

There's  a  fine  fellow  comes  racing  along 
Two  friends  with  him,  keen  to  be  in  at  the  death, 
One's  down  in  the  dirt  with  his  leg  folded  wrong, 
One's  choked  with  his  blood,  and  one  stops  to  take 

breath 

Red  in  his  eyeballs,  and  sweat  on  his  brow 
Run  devil !    Run  devil !    After  him  now. 

Put 
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LITTLE  GREY   DEVIL 


Put  your  cold  finger  right  into  his  heart, 

Make  him  feel  sick  with  your  breath  in  his  mouth 

Great  body  cringes,  and  lips  fall  apart 

Run  like  a  harried  beast,  run  without  ruth ! 

Christ !  how  the  slim  bullets  whimper  and  whack : 

Good  devil !    Rare  devil !    Ride  on  his  back ! 

Satan  has  smiled  from  the  height  of  his  throne 
Satan  has  laughed  from  the  floor  of  his  pit, 
And  the  damned  raise  a  cheer.    But  a  sigh  or  a  groan 
Is  more  sad  than  the  sound  which  is  likest  to  it. 
Clap  him  and  cheer  him  as  loud  as  you  can, 
Little  grey  devil  has  ruined  a  man ! 


12 


THE  PASSING  GODDESS. 


D' 


kEMETER  I  could  not  see, 

Crossness  of  eye  obstructed  me 
But  I  could  trace  the  path  she  thrid, 
The  gilt,  adoring,  wheat  amid 
Since  there  she  left  a  blood  red  spoor 
Of  poppies  burst  to  sudden  flow'r. 
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WANDERER'S  SONG. 

IN  wandering  I  missed  my  way 
And  found  an  endless  floor  of  gold 
And  above  me  blueness  lay 

Like  a  blue  flag  without  fold 
Stretch'd  further  than  one  could  say, 
And,  dear  heart !    It  was  very  cold- 

Colder  than  the  cold  stars  are 
On  a  frosty  mountain  night 

When  every  star  is  a  steel  star 
A  polished  clot  of  frozen  light 

Blue  and  gold  was  near  and  far 
Gold  and  blue  was  left  and  right- 

I  saw  one  who  was  thin  as  cloud 
Who  was  drab  as  weathered  bone 

Slinking  by  as  though  he  would 
Not  be  seen  by  anyone, 

Going  not  fast,  sobbing  not  loud 
"Alone!  Alone!  Alone!" 
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A  DARK  CHURCH. 

"  T    ORDS  spiritual,  in  your  State 
•I— '    Of  black  copes  and  mitres  great, 
What  do  you  keep  your  church  within  ? 

'TMore  old  than  who  did  not  begin, 
More  cunning  than  the  child  of  sin, 
The  unclean  thing  beneath  the  skin. 

"  Have  you  not  in  your  sanctuary 
The  lamp  that  shews  God's  heart  is  merry  ?  "' 

44  We  have  a  dark  temple,  and  do 
Not  let  the  light  come  rending  through." 

"  Then  say,  how  many  gods  have  you  ?  " 

44  We  worship  two. 
The  first  is  measured  by  a  span. 
The  second  is  man  and  not  man. 
A  spring  that  rises  black  and  thick, 
And  one  that  was  born  lunatic." 
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EXPERIENCE. 

WHO  have  the  strait  direction 
Routine  provides,  and  count  upon 
Each  day's  mechanic  sequence,  able 
At  barrack  square  or  office  table 
To  serve,  as  engines,  to  the  rule, 
Might  pass  for  strict,  and  strong,  and  dull. 
One  seeing  such  might  never  guess 
At  aught  but  patient  heedfulness. 
This  very  lasting  monotone 
Which  soaks  alike  in  mind  and  bone 
Adds  every  day  layer  upon  layer 
As  a  long  discipline  of  prayer 
Leads  up ;  till  some  time  unawares 
The  curtain  of  dimension  tears, 
Worn  thin  by  the  continuous 
Insistence.    Then,  by  each  man's  use 


16 


EXPERIENCE 


Unknown  desire  against  him  breaks 

Until  his  inner  temple  shakes. 

It  may  be  that  some  prurient 

Insects  from  hell's  corners  are  sent 

And  men  will  marvel  how,  though  long 

In  habit  temperate  and  strong 

One  of  them  in  obscene  disaster 

Proves  some  abhorrent  thing  his  master. 

Or  one  who  ever  sought,  may  hap 

Upon  the  jewel  in  heaven's  lap 

And  hear  the  carillons  of  laughter 

Flung  back  from  heaven's  roof  and  rafter. 

To  his  tired  column  on  the  road 

The  shining  silver  hands  of  God 

Will  stretch  from  over  some  white  cloud, 

And  he  may  hear  both  sweet  and  loud 

The  singing  madness  of  the  Lord, 

Which  with  its  terrible  accord 

Breaks  this  man's  heart,  and  lets  his  brain 

Rock  to  the  time  and  ring  again. 

Though 
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EXPERIENCE 


Though  none  may  see  him  changed,  he  may 

Look  further  than  the  light  of  day 

And  see  those  many,  who,  not  human 

Yet  with  the  forms  of  man  and  woman 

Yet  like  the  rocks,  yet  like  the  trees 

And  the  green  principalities 

Of  meadows,  and  the  slashing  snow 

That  from  the  north  wind  does  go, 

Are  full  of  sweet  and  dangerous  fire 

Which  he  may  bitterly  desire ; 

Things  visible  to  ribbons  torn, 

The  world  of  her  known  nature  shorn 

And  naked  the  spirits  of  her 

Crying  with  a  trumpet's  stir. 

Though  for  less  time  his  seeing  last 

Than  while  a  lightning  flickers  past 

He  knows  what  he  has  seen,  and  keeps 

A  double  seal  upon  his  lips. 
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THE   PACK. 

THEY  fight  upon  the  barrier ;  as  flies 
Do  buzz  and  beat  upon  a  pane,  seeking 
Any  way  out ;  they  crawl  upon  each  other 
Like  maggots,  urged  by  one  unslaked  desire — 
To  eat.    With  little  loosing  they  burst  through, 
At  music  chanced  upon  unknowingly 
Of  that  potent  and  curious  quality 
To  spring  a  lock :  words  in  chance  order  put 
Do  the  mechanic  duty  of  a  spell. 
A  ray  of  colour  will  break  up  a  flaw 
In  the  veil's  fabric :  then  see  them  pouring  through 
Jostling,  inhuman,  blind  to  all  but  need 
Burnt  with  appalling  hunger,  of  no  mind 
With  all  our  gentleness  and  chastity 
Who  have  not  yet  been  starving  in  thin  hell. 
These  are  the  crooked  ones,  the  curved  moons 
That  in  a  man's  body  make  him  lunatic. 
They  are  maimed  to  look  upon,  and  featureless, 
Grey,  or  faint  blue,  and  whirling  as  they  go, 
More  like  pale  cone-shaped  toadstools  in  a  wood 
Which  smell  of  dead  man's  flesh,  than  animal 
And  living  things :  whither  they  move  they  bring 
Coldness  and  terror  over  everyone. 
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TO  THE  DEAD  COMRADES. 

WHOSE  white  bones  and  soft  flesh  were  torn 
Whose  blood,  with  russet  stain 
Pattern  the  trampled  grass  and  corn 
With  various  runes  of  pain, 

I  bid  you  by  the  Trinity 

Sleep  sound,  and  take  your  rest 
Until  the  passing  of  the  sea 

And  chaining  of  the  Beast. 

Let  me  not  hear  your  questing  cries 

In  the  cool  wind  that  goes 
Over  all  graves  and  mortuaries 

The  tide  of  All  Hallows. 

When  little  opened  is  the  door 

Which  compasses  your  sleep 
That  round,  your  faces,  thin  and  poor, 

On  our  gross  world  may  peep. 
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TO   THE  DEAD  COMRADES 


Let  me  not  hear  your  faint  command 

To  join  your  fellowship 
You,  of  the  stiffened,  pointing  hand 

And  rotted  underlip. 

Bleat  not,  like  flocks  invisible, 

And  blow  not  round  my  soul 
Till  she  must  strain  and  slant  her  keel 

At  your  remote  control. 

At  tearing  of  her  junction  starts 

Hot  sweat  about  my  head, 
My  eyes  grow  blind  with  brine  that  smarts, 

Such  pain  ye  raise,  O  dead ! 

I  charge  you  by  the  Trinity, 

Sleep  in  your  sour  clay 
Until,  with  you,  no  more  I  see 

The  hawk'winged  Lord  of  day. 
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IMMANENCE. 

IT  is  not  only  savour  that  does  arise 
From  that  field  whither  the  gulls  follow  the  plough. 
The  colour  is  not  but  colour,  also  quick 
Token  of  raw  life,  red-brown,  a  promise  of 
Yield,  earth  passionate,  clamouring  to  be  sown. 
Earth  salacious,  genetrix  of  comical 
Worms  and  larvae,  Earth  laughing  at  the  people, 
She  quiet,  they  vexed,  litigating  for  her. 
Earth  faithful  nursing  men  with  her  milk  of  grain. 
Earth  wanton  in  dangerous  green  of  fat  worts, 
Jewels,  the  flowers  at  her  body's  curves  and 
Hollows,  at  mating  month,  the  grouped  flowers 
Little  yellow-frilled  mouths  that  smell  of  white  wine. 
Earth  austere,  submitting  to  the  frosty  rods 
Of  January,  defensive  of  her  seed. 
Earth  riddle  maker  under  unlimited 
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Stars,  the  gods'  eyes,  pulling  our  souls  down  to  her 

For  her  beauty,  heart  breaking,  now  darklylseen, 

Now  illumin'd,  now  gone.    Earth  whom  cities  do 

Explain  a  little,  conquer  not :  godmother 

With  gold  and  unexpected  wells  assuaging. 

Queen  of  green-haired  tree  spirits,  and  the  spirits 

Of  boulders,  the  robed  in  lichen,  of  still  pools 

Where  a  wicked  shadow  is  chained  to  the^floor 

For  punishment,  of  turfy  downs ::  Hecate, 

Ephesian  Dian,  slim  Adonis  the  chaste, 

Priape ;  deliberate,  of  seeming  caprice, 

The  brooding  one,  looking  alway  to  show  forth 

More  life  and  godhead,  in  metamorphosis 

Giving  the  resurrection  of  the  body. 

Earth  pungent,  of  unknown  fury  and  desire 

In  the  green-growing  things  as  much  as  beasts  hunting. 

Disposer  (who  proves  not  ?)  of  souls  departed. 
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VISITATION. 

THE  police  had  heard  curious  rumours 
Of  some  who  lived  in  those  unlovely  streets 
Behind  gasometers  and  blast  furnaces, 
First,  how  the  people  bought  no  more  strong  drink, 
And  someone  said,  "  I  can  get  better  drink/' 
How  they  were  seen  after  the  hooters  blared 
An  end  to  work,  sneaking  out,  twos  and  threes 
Past  Bethel  chapel,  past  the  timber  yards, 
Gantries  and  derricks  of  high  latticed  steel, 
Past  the  town  refuse  heaps,  toward  the  pits 
And  slag  hills  up  a  black  and  steep  valley 
Leaving  the  last  gas  lamp,  poor  sentinel, 
The  men  apart,  the  women  in  a  band, 
Not  yet  to  meet ;  who  cried  unmeaning  things 
"To  the  hills!    To  the  hills!"    and  "tarry  not,  our 
Lord/' 
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VISITATION 


The  soldiers  broke  from  barracks,  and  would  stream 

Across  country  to  this  tryst ;  and  lights  were  viewed 

Tossing  and  winking  on  the  dark  moor's  edge. 

Strange  tongues  and  senseless  music  did  confound 

Listeners  in  the  dale :  and  one  reports 

Panting  and  faint  with  terror,  how  he  saw 

Trees  with  pale  rocks  ascending  in  much  haste 

And  now  toward  the  morning  one  was  seen 

Dancing,  and  crying  "  I  have  slain  my  love ! " 

A  girl  was  found  next  day  upon  the  moor, 

Her  throat  torn  open :  the  gnawed  limbs  of  sheep 

Were  dragged  from  under  bushes :  they  that  went 

To  pry,  saw  no  one  living,  yet  but  ill 

At  ease  pursued  their  work,  because  it  seemed 

Watchers  behind  each  tree  took  note  of  them. 

The  town  works  quiet  by  day :  there  is  no  word 

Of  doings,  none  assuredly  can  know 

Whither  they  go  at  night  and  whom  they  meet. 


Yet 
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Yet  now  this  madness  grows,  is  thought  to  pass 

Beyond  the  lowly  quarters  of  the  slaves ; 

The  shopmen  and  the  merchants  wrap  themselves 

Scarf  over  face  and  creep  away  and  out 

Reluctant  yet  a^twitter  with  desire 

As  one  to  meet  a  mistress  and  do  shame. 

Theatre  and  cinema  must  close  for  want. 

The  rich  and  honourable  names  in  town 

May  not  be  visited  after  dusk  is  spread. 

Clergy  at  mid'day  call  all  men  to  prayer, 

To  commination  and  intercession 

Against  the  powers  of  darkness :  in  each  church 

The  pulpit  thunders  at  the  wings  of  hell. 

The  mayor  is  much  perturbed,  at  a  conclave 

Wherein  he  calls  for  hanging  and  arrest 

He  wonders  with  resentment  why  one  called  him 

Cleon.     (Euripidean  tragedy 

Was  not  taught  at  the  secondary  school). 
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CARCERL 

THE  house  was  full  of  thick  green  light :  I  could 
Not  see  the  roof,  but  bold  on  either  side 
Obese  black  pillars  ranged  uneven,  stood 
For  silent  cruelty  and  lust  and  pride. 
The  whole  place  seemed  sardonic.     Far  and  wide 
I  searched,  but  saw  no  man,  and  heard  no  man, 
I  cast  no  shadow,  made  no  patter,  as  I  ran. 

A  door  slammed  down  some  gallery :  the  noise 

As  though  a  crowd  repeated  voice  to  voice 

Giggling,  a  bestial  story.     For  a  space 

The  echoes  danced,  but  died :  and  in  their  place 

The  regular  dull  scream  behind  closed  doors 

Of  one  whose  careful  torture  pleased  the  inquisitors. 
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THE  PROPHET. 

WHEN  the  glory  of  the  Lord  comes,  it's  like  a  mighty 
wind, 

You  hear  it  roar  and  thunder  in  the  forests  there  behind 
And  when  the  blast  is  on  you  and  the  rocks  begin  to 

nod, 
Your  soul  flaps  like  a  pennon  in  the  holy  wind  of  God. 

Then  you  fly  like  an  eagle,  and  run  like  a  wolf, 
Hunt  the  roads  till  sundown,  and  brood  on  the  gulf, 
You  are  dumb  as  a  sepulchre,  for  no  man  can  afford 
To  miss  the  stinging  music  of  the  glory  of  the  Lord. 

Far,  far  beneath  you  do  the  great  sister  seas 

Bellow  one  to  other,  and  fall  upon  their  knees, 

The  sons  of  God  are  out,  and  set  a  veil  upon  the 

moon: 
They  tell  the  seven  stars  that  the  Lord  is  in  his  noon. 

Yes,  it's  given  to  a  few  men  to  run  before  the  wind 
And  hear  it  roar  and  thunder  in  the  forests  there  behind ; 
And  when  the  blast  is  on  them,  and  the  rocks  begin  to 

nod 
To  feel  their  souls  as  thistledown  in  the  holy  wind  of 

God. 
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PART  II. 


PLOUGHING  THE  PLAIN. 

(Germany  in  peace  time.) 

THERE  are  no  hills  to  stop  the  dry  east  wind 
That  hunts  across  this  plain  toward  the  sun  : 
It  speeds  the  mill-sails :  goes  in  birch  and  pine 
To  imitate  the  calling  of  a  deep. 
And  there  they  plough  for  a  last  hour  of  light, 
Four  straining  teams  across  a  blood  red  field. 
Each  man  shouts  at  his  horses ;  each  keen  share 
Trails  a  red  dust  cloud  to  the  wind ;  a  reek 
Of  wholesome  dust  flies  here  pleasantly  blent 
With  sun-hot  pine-boles  and  crushed  pine-needles 
And  turf-smoke  from  those  huts  about  the  mill. 
The  sun's  caught  yonder  in  the  pine  tree  tops, 
The  plough  teams  clank  and  shuffle  j  but  the  wind 
Sweeps  to  plain  cities  and  dark  groaning  seas. 
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A  DRINKING  SONG. 

BEATING  hearts,  true  hearts,  the  boys  and  the  men 
that  I  love, 
Fellow  tramps,  fellow  bookworms,  and  you  that  have 

talked  the  night  out 
Over  God,  man,  and  woman,  and  thrashed  all  creation 

about, 

Here's  honest  ale  that  our  speech  and  our  being  may 
move. 

Ale  to  be  drunk  in  long  draughts  for  good  rest  to  your 

souls 
Who  are  passed  along  home,  and  good  health  to  the 

band  that  are  left, 

Here  a  man  there  a  man,  sifted  and  scattered  and  cleft 
From  the  round  of  the  songs,  and  the  boisterous  round 

of  the  bowls. 
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A  DRINKING  SONG 


Blood  of  the  brown  soil  of  Oxford,  hops  trailing  in 

Kent 

When  the  tatterdemalion  harvesters  sleep  by  the  Wain 
Crown  and  make  fragrant  with  foam  the  grey  pewter  ; 

again 
Drink,  and  again— there  are  morrows  enough  to  repent. 

Morrows  alone,  when  you'll  eat  in  a  little  lone  room 
Scraps  of  cold  yesterday's  food,  and  your  windows  are 

dim 
With  grime  and  dead  flies ;  when  your  cup  shall  be  full 

to  its  brim 
With  the  sours  of  life— a  teetotaller's  drink,  without 

spume ; 

Pale  brew  for  the  sick  then,  and  silty  grey  water  of 

fear 

The  tart  brine  of  failure,  O  plenty  shall  be,  and  to  spare 
To  be  swallowed  with  faces  awry,  and  a  show  of  don't 

care, 
Red  hearts  of  my  heart,  'tis  a  drinking  more  bitter  than 

beer  I 

And 
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A  DRINKING  SONG 


And  then  they  shall  seek  us  long  hence,  and  come  down 

to  our  halls, 
But  find  the  chairs  empty,  the  candles  burnt  flush  to 

the  stick 
Empty  cups,  empty  bottles,  all   scattered,    all   dead, 

nothing  quick 
But  the  wind  in  the  chimney,  the  spider  that  weaves  on 

the  walls. 

And  we?    We  shall  fill  the  last  tavern  with  laughter 

and  chorus 
When  greeting  on  greeting  breaks  loose  as  each  comrade 

rides  in, 
And  toast  upon  thunderous  toast  make  no  end  to  our 

din 
With  the  trumps  of  the  city  of  god  crying  music  be^ 

fore  us. 
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RETREAT:  CAMP,   1915. 

THE  pipes  and  drums  call  down 
Another  master  sun ; 
He  drops,  and  dies,  and  spills 
His  blood  on  clouds  and  hills. 

When  some  plank<laden  car 
Storms  dust  high  flung  and  far 
He  makes  of  mist  or  mote 
A  murrey  coat. 

The  sad  roof  of  an  house 
He  strikes  red  glorious 
And  every  hillside  tree 
Girds  with  king's  cramosy. 

Dying  lord  of  day, 
Which  of  us  are  fey  ? 
Which  of  us  rank'd  men 
Will  see  our  land  again  ? 

Deathless  lord  of  day 
We  cannot  live  alway : 
With  your  bounty  lave 
The  flowers  on  our  grave. 
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AN  ORCHARD  IN   FRANCE. 

Summer,  1915. 

IN  an  orchard  this  summer  eve 
I  will  sleep :  for  here  is  peace 
That  a  man  might  not  believe 
Hearing  the  guns  who  will  not  cease 
Their  tolling.     I've  my  ear  to  give 
To  frogs  that  clamour  by  the  Lys 
To  reeds  that  whisper  by  the  Lys. 

The  golden  plums  like  honey  globes 
Hang  heavy  for  the  year's  increase. 
A  young  girl's  breasts  among  green  robes 
The  apples  are  j  the  moon  does  kiss 
Them  motherly :  a  white  star  probes 
A  poplar  on  the  banks  of  Lys 
Singing  all  night  beside  the  Lys. 

Next  field  the  fragrant  ripen'd  stocks 
The  women  reap'd :  a  brown  owl  sees 
A  mouse  in  stubble  for  his  hooks ; 
Gives  tongue  at  it.    A  hunting  breeze 
On  the  lilied  river  looks ; 
His  kiss,  the  laughter  of  the  Lyst 
His  way,  the  ruffling  of  the  Lys. 
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THE  NEW  ORDER. 

YOU  pleasant  places  of  the  earth, 
You  valleys  full  of  roofs  and  trees 
You  inns  of  drinking  deep  and  mirth 
You  bright  hills  whence  the  wanderer  sees 
Silver  wind-swept  infinities, 

There  was  a  time  when  they  and  I 
Wove  our  high  tales  about  you  all, 
We  did  homage  to  stone  and  sky, 
We  of  the  trees  were  kept  in  thrall 
By  love  and  joy  continual. 

Our  secret  city  was  beset 
By  warden  hills  we  loved  the  best 
Save  where  the  sea  about  her  feet 
In  quivering  green  and  purple  drest 
Seemed  of  all  seas  the  loveliest. 

And  beauty  like  ripe  grain  of  gold 
We  housed  in  granary :  we  did 
Compute  that  it  should  not  be  told 
Nor  spent  before  our  end  might  bid 
Ourselves  of  earthly  toys  to  rid. 

Then 
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THE  NEW  ORDER 


Then,  as  it  ever  was,  the  plan 
Of  our  enjoyment  overheard 
Some  spy  of  God :  hot  foot  he  ran 
And  blabbed  it  out :  it  pricked,  it  stirred 
Awake  him  nodding  in  his  beard. 

And  so,  dear  places  whom  I  loved 
Dear  summer  lawns  that  I  have  kiss'd 
How  I  was  ravish'd  and  remov'd 
To  outer  places  of  the  mist 
When  he  became  protagonist 

Is  brief  to  tell :  for  here  I  keep 
No  house,  and  exile,  find  not  home, 
And  walk,  as  one  that  walks  in  sleep 
Roads  unbedeck'd,  roads  wearisome 
Awaiting  all  the  wrath  to  come. 
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SONG  OF  THE  SHELL. 

IN  pain  I  was  torn  from  the  earth's  belly : 
In  pain  I  was  forged  and  beaten  round. 
I  whine  pitifully  as  I  am  smitten  through  the  air, 
Against  my  will, 

I  know  I  shall  burst  asunder,  roaring  with  anguish ; 
I  shall  spread  pain  and  a  destroying  fire  I  cannot  help. 
I  am  no  terrible  avenger,  I  have  no  wrath : 
But  am  afraid,  cringing  servant  of  men. 

The  sword  is  the  king  $  he  has  a  long  life. 
He  drinks  at  the  red  and  pearly  cups  of  bone. 
But  for  me  there  is  no  glory :  I  am  iron  vermin, 
And  I  go  whither  I  would  not. 
My  miserable  voice  is  in  the  grey  heavens : 
It  makes  the  night  more  ugly. 
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THE  GRASPING  PEASANT. 

THIS  damned  nonsense  is  ruinous  ! 
I  can  no  more  get  my  bread ; 
Fifty  men  are  lying  dead 
On  our  land.    Bad  news  for  us ! 
Fifty  graves  upon  our  field 
Fifty  oblongs  not  to  be  tilled. 

Sentimental  girls  will  come 

And  trample  all  my  corn,  to  tend 

The  nasty  remnant  of  a  friend 

Or  stranger,  with  my  tilth  for  tomb. 

What  matters  if  they  fought  for  me  ? 

There's  lots  more  room  in  this  country, 

Ditches  no  one  wants,  where  they 

Can  have  yellow  irises 

Those  pious  women  to  appease, 

Who  can  go  there  and  mourn  all  day 

Doing  no  one  any  harm, 

And  keep  the  mischief  from  my  farm. 
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NOCTURNE. 

Sept.,  1915. 

WITHOUT  mercy  is  this  wind  that  moans  along  the 
plain 

Over  the  rags  of  dead  men  and  track'divided  grass 
Of  our  scarr'd  and  trenched  field,  dry  grass  beside  un^ 

garnered  grain. 

Watch  by  watch  we  wait,  if  anything  may  pass* 
The  stars  shift  round  the  north  star;  some  slip  away 

and  fade. 

How  the  wind  rattles !  well  now  might  you  grow  afraid, 
As  it  blows  the  voice  of  the  gun  hounds  baying  by  the 

moon, 
44  We  are  death ;  and  you  shall  die,  soon,  soon/' 
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PART  III. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  SINGLENESS  OF 
VISION. 

GOD  save  us  all  from  creeds,  and  keep 
Our  being  from  liturgic  sleep 
And  fend  our  thoughts  from  sluggardry. 
Maintain  our  judgement  quick  and  lithe 
Provoke  our  mind  to  searching,  with 
Thy  rod  of  curiosity. 

Let  not  such  futile  sentiment 
Whereto  the  slothful  will  is  bent 
Distend  and  fat  with  dulling  sweet 
Nor  think,  with  others,  easily 
What  may  seem  nice  for  us  to  be 
On  what  trim  paths  to  set  our  feet. 


Drive 
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A  PRAYER  FOR   SINGLENESS  OF  VISION 


Drive  us  among  the  wilderness 
Without  our  warm  and  decent  dress ! 
Starve  us  of  churchly  comforting 
If  we  may  lose  our  feeble  shame 
And  lately  learn  to  praise  Thy  name 
That  life's  a  coarse  and  common  thing. 

Yet  guard  us  closely,  lest  we  all 

May  hold  ourselves  original 

Not  feeding  from  the  common  trough : 

Therefore,  on  our  keen  mind  implant 

An  humble  state,  and  vigilant 

To  intercept  such  falling^off. 

So  may  we,  through  ascetic  mind 
And  inward  eye,  well  disciplined 
View  the  stript  naked  truth  at  last 
No  longer  at  her  nudity 
False  shamed,  but  having  eyes  to  see 
The  truly  strong,  the  truly  chaste. 
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PUBLIC  ACTION. 

THE  Public,  that  enormous  animal 
Had  fed ;  and  slept  now  as  was  regular 
After  its  heavy  nutriment :  then  came 
A  little  man,  a  little  ancus  held 
In  his  right  hand,  and  prick'd  the  stertorous  beast, 
Crying  that  it  was  dirty,  it  was  fat 
And  pompous,  with  no  rule  or  discipline 
Save  gluttony  and  sleeping  overmuch, 
How  that  it  fear'd  to  see  new  things :  the  beast 
Fretted  and  woke,  but  grown  more  tolerant, 
(Since  nineteen  hundred  years  ago  it  would 
Have  crucified,  beheaded,  burnt,  such  men) 
Called  on  its  mercenary  soldiers, 
Critics,  a  testy  crowd,  like  dolorous  fish 
To  look  upon,  and  with  its  opaque  voice 
Declared :  "  The  judgement  in  this  matter  must 
Be  yours :  Destroy,  pursue  him  if  you  will 
Yet,  should  you  find  him  combatant  that  you 
Fear  to  engage  him,  bring  in  your  report 
Whereat  I  will  placate  the  man  with  gold, 
And  go  to  sleep  again/' 
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A  SONG  FOR  GROCERS. 

HEAVEN  bless  grocers'  shops  wherein 
Raisins  are  with  tawny  skint 
Murrey  wine,  and  green  liqueurs, 
Curious  spice  in  canisters, 
Honest  ham,  and  mother  tea 
Isinglass  and  carroway, 
Rennet,  vinegar,  and  salt 
That  honour  has,  and  clear  cobalt ; 
Coffee,  that  swart  Mussulman, 
Caviar  the  Caspian, 
Suave  oil,  angry  condiments, 
Anchovies,  and  sweet  essence 
Of  clove  and  almond,  honeycomb, 
Jam  our  English  orchards  from, 
Portly  cheeses  full  of  mould, 
Sugars  and  treacles  brown  or  gold ; 
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A  SONG  FOR  GROCERS 


Soap,  to  keep  us  pure,  and  white 

Candles,  the  slim  sons  of  light, 

Butter  like  the  flow'r  of  gorse 

Wheat  meal  fine  and  oat  meal  coarse, 

Soda  for  our  maid's  service, 

Sago,  tapioca,  rice 

An  economic  trinity, 

Bacon,  friend  ham's  affinity. 

Bananas,  which  the  People  please, 

Proletarian  oranges, 

While  of  fruits  in  syrup  a 

Frequent  cornucopia. 

Eggs  fresh  within  and  white  without 

Cocoa  of  origin  devout 

Nuts  and  string  and  brooms  and  mops 

Saveloys  and  lollipops — 

God,  be  good  to  grocers'  shops ! 
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WAR-STRIKE. 

T    AST  night  we  nearly  killed  a  scab.    The  swine  I 
•I— '     Kicked  his  face  open.    Did  he  pray  or  whine  ? 
Not  he !    But  "  Kill  me  if  you  like/'  he  said, 
"  I  don't  know  I'd  not  just  as  soon  be  dead 
With  men  like  you  stopping  steam  coal  to  feed 
Our  ships  in  the  cold  sea — and  all  for  greed ! 
God !  haven't  any  of  you  boys  away 
In  France  there,  fighting  ?  "    When  he'd  had  his  say 
We  knocked  him  in  the  mud  and  thrashed  him  well. 
The  fool !    Of  course  I've  children  in  that  hell 
The  trenches :  but  by  Christ !    Children  or  not 
I'm  loyal  to  my  union  and  my  lot. 
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THE  POOR  ALWAYS. 

THE  wind  gets  up  and  hurries  where  he  lists 
About  the  gutter  and  the  living  fields. 
The  sun's  a  gold'shod  bully,  but  he  yields, 
And  there's  an  end  to  seers  and  rhapsodists 
Who  pass  behind  the  everlasting  mists, 
And  the  great  fighters  lay  their  crumpled  shields 
To  rest,  and  sleep  along  of  them :  The  lists 
Are  quiet  again :  the  green  drops  off  the  wealds. 
But  there  is  alway  dirt  and  noise  about 
The  city  edges,  where  the  workers  lie 
And  the  strait  grimy  streets  thread  in  and  out, 
Play  ground,  or  battle  ground,  or  market  row : 
A  hundred  flourish  where  a  thousand  die 
A  thousand  wither,  and  a  million  grow. 
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LITTLE   HOUSES. 

STRAIGHT-FRONTED,  black  of  brick,  they  run 
That  gird  the  garbage-haunted  street 
Where  there  is  little  room  for  sun 

Or  any  wind  to  blow  them  sweet ; 
Such  winds  as  bathe  their  lissom  feet 

In  nodding  corn  on  Sinodunt 
The  sky  that  turns  a  Dartmoor  leat 
To  wine  j  the  webs  of  silver  spun 

At  moontime  for  hill-canopies 

Are  prudent  things,  and  keep  them  clean ; 
Here,  night  her  dingy  argosies 

Unlades  among  the  chimneys  lean ; 
Two  gas  lamps,  yellow-crude,  between 

Wall  and  grim-windowed  wall,  disease 
Faces,  pinched,  lax,  but  cockney-keen ; 

Raw  women  with  no  form  to  please, 
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LITTLE   HOUSES 


But  men's  caps  on  their  draggled  hair, 

And  grey'lipped  boys ;  and  squealing  fry 
Shuffle  the  gutter  stripped  half  bare ; 

The  men  come  lounging,  by-and-by, 
So  smoke,  and  gape,  and  spit,  and  try 

Their  luck,  and  chatter  foul  or  fair 
And,  such  as  have  the  money,  buy 

Drinks  at  the  corner  pothouse,  there. 

A  fish-stall  pours  its  greasy  reek 

Across  the  naptha 'flare ;  some  crew 
Of  slattern  girls  dance  round,  and  shriek— 

A  barrel  organ  makes  them  new 
Dance-music  from  the  Halls ;  askew 

They  kick  and  writhe,  half-strong,  half -weak, 
Flat-breasted,  bone  without  the  thew, 

Rioting  mind  and  bloodless  cheek. 


And 
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LITTLE  HOUSES 


And  the  little  houses  look  on  all 

From  staring  windows  of  broken  glass, 
Vigilant,  impassional, 

They  blacken,  and  wait  for  the  lives  to  pass 
(That  the  Book  has  likened  to  burning  grass), 

Of  lives  that  work,  and  lives  that  crawl, 
With  their  laughter  and  drink  and  unseemly  mass, 

Till  the  doors  rot  through,  and  the  roof 'trees  fall. 
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OF  QUIET. 

sat  beside  the  sea 
In  a  chair  of  porphyry, 
Birds  about  her  head  would  beat, 
Fishes  leaped  between  her  feet. 
Sweet  the  purple  tide  did  run, 
And  gold  gorse  crackled  in  the  sun 
Near  her  on  the  sluiced  ground 
Lay  a  man  who  had  been  drown'd. 
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AFTER  THE  LOVELY  CITY. 

A  STAGE  was  ready  set 
With  fretted  towers  of  stone, 
Whereon  did  beat 

Her  silver  the  deft  moon, 
The  smith,  the  crafty  one. 

The  mullions  plated  were, 

Came  little  globes  of  cloud 
Silverly  near. 

Beauty  I  called  aloud 

To  yield  her  to  my  mood. 

In  an  office  dull, 

Where  nothing  was  to  see 
But  chimneys — full 

Of  warm  desire  and  glee 

Beauty  came  to  me. 

She,  when  I  was  sick, 

Was  my  comfort  sweet, 
And  now  a  quick 

Flashing  of  her  feet 

Lights  the  common  street. 
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FUNERAL  MARCH 

SWING  the  growling  bell,  the  great  bell  of  them  all, 
The  brown  bronze  bell  that  makes  the  air  gasp 
and  reel ; 
This  new-built  tomb  has  a  marble  step  whereon  to 

kneel, 

A  marble  ledge  whereon  your  throbbing  forehead  may 
fall. 

Swing  the  heavy  bell  in  the  tower  set  four-square 
There  are  not  many  things  to  do  for  your  dead, 
Now  you  have  casqued  in  stone  that  lovely  useless 

head, 
In  fretted  stone,  now  you  have  swathed  and  set  her 

there. 

It  is  all  over ;  nothing  remains  but  the  dusk  sweep 
Of  arches  crossing, — and  you,  and  a  few  wreathed 

blooms ; 

An  angel,  may  be,  pours  over  the  Book  of  Dooms 
And  enters  the  name  of  one  who  is  passed  to  her  sleep. 

Hushes  the  great  bronze  bell ;  begins  the  earth  to  thole 
Flocking  armies  of  shadows ;  merciful  men  creep  out 
And  leave  you  kneeling  alone ;  and  ere  you  turn  about 
Be  it  in  mind  to  give  thanks  for  the  Homing  Soul. 
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THE  SERPENT-WOOD. 

THE  crippled  wood  is  hidden  in  the  earth. 
Crevice-cleft  walls  with  green  slopes  at  their  feet 
Rise  either  side  it :  at  its  nether  skirt 
Baulk'd  with  grey  lichened  boulders,  a  brown  stream. 

Once  in  those  higher  caverns  there  were  held 

Dark  dragons'  households,  where  the  blowers  of  fire 

Came  out  to  bask,  as  daily  jthe  high  sun 

Struck  down  their  strait  combe :  the  sinister  walls 

Magnified  their  roaring ;  the  air  did  smoke 

At  their  hot  breath :  yellow  and  green  and  blue 

On  their  huge  body  shone  like  metal'Work 

Industriously  polished.    Their  broad  wings 

Studded  with  primary  jewels. 

But  to-day 

The  little  trees  in  panic  attitude 
Stare  upwards,  who  but  see  the  herded  clouds 
Rushing  out  of  the  sea,  hear  wail  or  scream 
Of  wind  and  hawk  in  the  fantastic  towers 
The  cliffs  have.     Stealthily  about  their  feet 
Grotesque,  podagric,  move  the  base  cousins. 
Of  grand  old  dragons,  limbless,  venomous  things, 
Hissers  and  rustlers  by  the  little  rocks, 
Land-serpents,  with  a  curse  writ  on  their  skin. 
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A  DREAM  OF  LEGISLATION. 

THAT  wretched  girl,  three  years  ago 
Was  called  "  the  lowest  of  the  low," 
Reviled,  beaten  perhaps,  because 
She  bore  a  child  against  the  laws. 

Ministers,  shocked  in  war  to  see 
Men's  lives  spent  so  generously 
Did  promptly  publish  their  decree 
To  give  her  laud  and  liberty : 

Suffering  long  and  honoured  late 
Endowed  our  Lady  of  the  State. 
The  baby,  branded  three  years  since 
Became  a  fashion  and  a  prince. 

Nor  in  my  dream  did  one  at  all 
Consider  this  ironical, 
Immensely  pleased  at  the  extent 
Of  their  new  enlightenment. 
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CARRY  ON. 

CARRY  on !  lash  the  gold  flag  of  high  holiday  sound 
To  the  masthead,  and  laugh  at  the  throb  and  the 

sting  of  the  wound. 

We  are  that  island  folk,  glorious  makers  of  war, 
Frivolous,  wasteful,  the  jesters  at  death.    Others  are 
Shocked,  or  disgusted:  God  grant  us  the  strength  to 

maintain 
Race-meetings  up  to  good  pitch  for  the  crowd  cheering 

mad  in  the  rain, 

Velvet  skinned  horses  with  legs  like  a  ripple  of  mirth 
Whither  our  money  is  tossed  from  the  ends  of  the  earth. 
Keep  stubborn  play  in  our  prize-ring,  white  muscle  and 

strong 
Leads   from    a  leopard-quick    bruiser,  sponge,   towel, 

and  gong, 

Hounds  in  the  kennel,  dog-otter  and  fox  in  the  field : 
Give  us  a  punt  on  the  river,  a  tramp  on  the  weald, 
Open  the  flood  gates,  and  let  our  humanity  out, 
Train  loads  that  eat  and  fling  bottles  and  jostle  and 

shout 
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CARRY  ON  *   * 

Roll  with  each  other  in  orgiast  love  on  the  sand 
Dance  on  the  pier  to  the  patriot  bray  of  a  band. 
Yell  on  the  gaudy  nagged  roundabouts  snarling  with 

mouths 
Of  the  organ,  shy  cocoanuts,  gape  at  the  raucous  un* 

truths 
A  cheap'jack  hands  out  with  his  watches,  toy  weighing 

machines 
Painted  red,  or  a  shock  from  brass  handles  to  tingle 

their  skins 
Name'Stamps,  fags,  vestas,  and  sweets  for  a  penny 

in  slot 

Changing'hat  parties  portrayed  at  a  tanner  the  lot ; 
Places  to  scribble  our  names  on,  seats,  lamp'posts  and 

walls, 

Keep  us  agog  for  the  grin  of  revue  in  our  halls, 
Girls  to  kick  lustily  high  for  the  men  in  the  stalls, 
Lilts,  the  contagious  refrains  we  can  whistle  or  sing 
Smart  business  and  patter  to  set  the  show  off  with  a 

swing, 
Give  us  our  cinema  show  with  its  squeezing  and  fun  in 

the  dark 
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Essanay  toddling  buffoon  or  the  tale  of  a  saint  and  a 

shark 

And  the  heroine  rescued :  then  leave  us  an  hour  or  two 
To  get  drunk  in  when  all  the  work's  over  and  nothing 

to  do. 

Then  for  the  swagger  on  Sunday,  to  rattle  down  street 
Our  bicycle  snorting  blue  smoke,  and  a  girl  on  the 

carrier  seat : 

Sparkle  of  glass  and  white  linen  in  restaurant  doors 
Beautiful  things  calling  out  from  shop  windows  and 

stores, 
Laughter  and  noise  on  the  pavements,  the  paper  we 

snatch 
From  a  boy  in  our  haste  to  good  dinner,  the  flowers  in 

the  park  like  a  patch 

Of  blithe  tapestry,  haze  of  a  cigarette,  flame  of  a  match. 
To  hell  with  the  bomb  or  the  bullet  that  brings  you  to 

dust 
Let  us  know  joy  while  we  can,  and  sorrow  as  soon  as 

we  must 

Live  every  man  of  us,  drink  of  the  froth  and  the  fun 
Bring  the  torch  down  the  last  lap  I  carry  on !  carry  on  I 
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TO  THE  LADY  OF  THE  ROSE. 

SINCE  you,  my  keeper  of  the  Rose 
Having  that  art,  are  ready  fain 
To  purge  man's  inner  thought  of  pose 
And  make  his  habit  sweet  and  sane, 
Since  of  your  soul's  clear  vision 
Nothing  you  may  not  look  upon 

I  these  lights  and  these  shadows 

These  dreams  distill'd  of  joy  and  pain, 
These  peerings  through  the  world's  windows, 
Undraped,  unpolished,  graceless,  plain, 
Yet  of  my  substance,  and  my  own, 
Submit  for  your  inspection. 
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